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-bout you. 2. Got on a dreams come true.

1. 2.
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Bay”. And the bells were ring ing out for Christ mas Day.- -

1.
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(Woman) 2.
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(Man)
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been some one. (W) Well, so could a ny one. You took my dreams- - -

from me when I first found you. (M) I kept them

with me, babe; I put them with my own. Can’t make it

all a lone; I’ve built my dreams a round you. The- -
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boys of the N Y P D choir still sing ing “Gal way

(unison)
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Bay”. And the bells are ring ing out for Christ mas Day.

rit.

- -
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5. (Female:)You’re a bum, you’re a punk!
(Male:) You’re an old slut on junk
Lying there almost dead on a drip in that bed!
(Female:) You scumbag! You maggot!
You cheap lousy faggot!
Happy Christmas your arse!
I pray God it’s our last.

Got on a lucky one, came in eighteen to one;
I’ve got a feeling this year’s for me and you.
So happy Christmas; I love you, baby.
I can see a better time, when all our dreams come true.
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